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THE BOSSY COWS 


The dear, kind, patient Bossy Cows, 
Adown the lane they go, 
With Mary walking by their sides— 
The three all in a row. 
“Why is it that you never fret?” 
Said Mary; “tell me, dears?” 
“Since Good is all, we’ve naught to do 
But ‘moo’ our thanks—He hears!” 
—L. H. H. 
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FOR UNIMAGINATIVE PEOPLE 


FTER telling how Jane bumped into the cross 
old lady’s knees, upsetting the cup of hot tea 
in the black silk lap, and explaining how the 
kind gentleman had asked that the children be 

forgiven for their “slide from grace,” I left the rest of 

the narrative for some people’s imagination; but will 
you believe me, some people have no imagination at all! 
or at least nothing would lead us to suppose they have. 

Not less than six or eight little people imperiously de- 

mand that I “finish the story.” Now don’t you think 

that is hard, when I did my best to make it clear? 

Those of you who possess an imagination and know 
how it all ended may run away and play while I satisfy 
the curiosity of the others; or you may stay and listen 
if you will. 

“What ve seek for ye shall find” is a truth which 
holds good not only for those who know about it, but for 
those who do not. The cross old lady was a trustee of 
the school, and all afternoon she had been looking for 
something with which to find fault, and now she had 
really found it! Of course had she known that the ob- 
ject of her search was to be a cup of scalding tea turned 
upside down in her lap she might have been less keen in 
her search; but that’s always the trouble when we start 
out in a search for weeds: we never know just what 
kind we are going to find, or how poisonous they may be. 
And the same rule holds good when we search for 
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flowers: we never know how very beautiful they will be, 
nor how sweet and fragrant. 

The old lady found just what she was looking for, 
but she didn’t like it after it was found. She uttered a 
scream which rose high above Professor Straub’s organ 
notes, and echoed and re-echoed up to the very pinnacle 
of the turret. She did not approve of dancing, but in 
spite of her prejudice she jumped from her chair and 
performed a lively two-step—or it may have been the 
“war dance,” for it was accompanied with shrieks and 
yells indicative of rage and pain. 

The five girls picked themselves up and stood in a 
row, as dazed, frightened, and bewildered as Mexican 
insurgents ready for execution. 

Miss Harshman’s voice could be like cold steel when 
the occasion demanded, and this seemed to be the occa- 
sion: “Go to your rooms immediately, and remain in si- 
lence until I come.” 

“Do you mean to tell me that you are going to send 
those rude girls off without a word! As a trustee I 
demand satisfaction for this indignity! I must say, Miss 
Harshman, such conduct speaks very poorly for the 
school and for you as its principal!” 

“IT cannot act until I know the whole story, but you 
may rest assured that a satisfactory apology will be 
made to you. I feel very much humiliated over this, and 
cannot understand at all how it happened. Go to your 
rooms, girls, and remain in silence until I come.” 

“Stay! they shan’t go to their rooms until I give 
them a piece of my mind.” If the rest of her mind was 
like the piece she presented to the girls, it is a wonder 
she did not give the entire thing away and get a new 
one; it would have been much pleasanter for everybody, 
including herself. 

The middle-aged man, who had given more money 
to the school than the cross old lady had ever dreamed 
of possessing, had watched the distress upon the faces of 
the children, and his memory went back to a time when 
he had had a little lassie with curls like Jane’s and big 
blue eyes, dark and misty like Sallie’s. He saw the 
tragedy in their glances, and a tender chord in his heart 
was touched at the sight of their suffering, and it stirred 
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in him a feeling of resentment toward the little old lady, 
who, after all, may not have been as cross as she seemed. 
For a moment his mind’s eye saw a little grave at the 
foot of a costly marble shaft, and he could no longer 
keep silent. 

“TI cannot see anything wrong in five healthy young- 
sters sliding down the banister. I thought that was why 
banisters were made. It is a cause for regret that Mrs. 
Adams met with this mishap, and of course the girls will 
apologize to her; but it was something unforeseen and 
quite unintentional, and was really nobody’s fault. I 
had a little girl once, and I wish—I—wish she might be 
here to slide down banisters with these five children. I 
would build a whole house of banisters just to be able to 
see her slide down once! Her name is engraved on the 
corner stone of this building, and I put it there so that 
her presence and her money might bring pleasure to 
others; and I cannot see why this frolic should be re- 
garded in so serious a light. The school was built for 
children, and the more fun and enjoyment they get out 
of the old pile the better it will suit me; and I’m under 
the impression that their education will amount to a 
great deal more if they are allowed to mix lots of fun 
into their more serious work. I have great respect for 
Mrs. Adams’s feelings, and I am sorry that she has suf- 
fered this unpleasantness, but it was not the little girls’ 
fault, I’m sure. As a personal favor, Miss Harshman, 
will you not forgive the children now and let that end the 
matter?” 

The girls could have hugged him in their gratitude! 
The old lady sniffed, and remarked to the trustee sitting 


. beside her, “Mr. Rodgers is very kind; but then of 


course it wasn’t his tea that was spilled in his lap.” 
“Much as I should enjoy granting such a request, I 
do not feel that it would be doing right by the girls them- 
selves. It is dangerous for children to climb so high on 
such narrow stairs, and they have been forbidden to go 
up them into the turret room,” answered the principal. 
“They have not only broken the rules of the school, but 
have been deliberately disobedient, and I feel that for 
their own sake I must not overlook it. If you wish, how- 
ever, I will question them now, and then Mrs. Adams 
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may know just how far the girls are to blame for the 
accident which I so deeply regret.” 

The trustees settled themselves back into their chairs 
with a curious twinkle of merriment in their eyes. Mrs. 
Adams stood up before the fire while her dress steamed 
and dried. Miss Harshman took the straightest, most 
uncomfortable chair in the room, while the girls crowded 
into the window seat, huddled together for protection, 
Sallie and Jane on the verge of a nervous breakdown, 
Minnie defiant, Margaret stoical, and Lois as flushed and 
indignant as Mrs. Adams herself. 

Miss Harshman addressed her remarks first to Min- 
nie, who was the oldest: “What explanation have you to 
give, Minnie, for so unusual an exhibition? Surely you 
have a good reason for such conduct.” 

“I have no explanation and no reason,” answered 
Minnie impudently, while the old sullen scowl crept back 
into her face. 

The questioner turned to Margaret. Now if Mar- 
garet had been to blame she would have told the story 
from beginning to end, straight and truthful and without 
a second’s hesitation; but you see Margaret wasn’t to 
blame, and to have told all about it would be to have put 
all the blame upon Lois, and Margaret would not have 
done that for worlds. So she answered Miss Harsh- 
man’s question with a low tone which sounded sullen: 
“T didn’t know it was against the rules to slide down the 
banister.” 

“But you did know it was against the rules for the 
younger pupils to go up the stairs into the turret room?” 

“Yes, Miss Harshman.” 

“Then why did you go?” 

Poor Margaret! The only reason she had gone was 
because Lois had assured her that they had Miss Harsh- 
man’s permission; and of course she couldn’t tell on 
Lois. The only answer she could think of was, “I went 
because I wanted to.” 

“You see!’ exclaimed Mrs. Adams triumphantly, 
“T have said right along that there was not the proper 
discipline in the school, and you can see now for your- 
selves whether or not I am right! This child admits the 
truth—that she disobeyed because she wanted to.” 


> 
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“Sallie, why did you want to go up to the turret 
room when you knew it was forbidden?” asked the prin- 
cipal, with a heavy feeling about her heart; for these 
children had never given her a moment’s trouble since 
their arrival, and now they seemed to be turning out all 
wrong. 

Sallie would not put the blame on Lois, nor would 
she tell what was not true; so she answered, “Oh, I 
didn’t want to go. I went only because Jane was home- 
sick, and we—I—we thought it would cheer her up to 
do something exciting.” 

“I went to cheer up Sallie, and keep her from being 
homesick on her birthday,” burst out Jane with a sob. 

“TI had to make them go for each other’s sake, or 
they wouldn’t have gone at all!” Lois spoke with flam- 
ing cheeks and snapping eyes. 

For the first time that afternoon Miss Harshman 
thought of the conversation she had had with Lois earlier 
in the day; she remembered, for the first time in hours, 
the picture of Jane’s tear-stained face and the crumpled 
letter. A great light dawned upon her, and with it came 
the shock that maybe she herself was more to blame than 
were the children. 

“Lois,” she said, “will you explain everything that 
led up to this escapade?” 

“You explain,” said Lois. Before these trustees she 
did not like to blame Miss Harshman, any more than the 
girls had been willing to blame her; yet she felt that it 
wasn’t right for Miss Harshman to escape at the expense 
of her chums, who had stood so loyally by her. From 
the day Lois had first met the principal she had loved 
and trusted her; but just now it did seem as if that lady 
should ’fess up and own her part in this affair. 

“Me explain!” exclaimed the teacher, somewhat 
startled. “Why, what do you mean, child?” 

Unlike the others, Lois could neither evade the truth 
nor could she keep silent and see her friends bear the 
brunt of all this trouble. So she answered again, “You 
explain that you told us we might do anything we wanted 
to, to keep Jane from being homesick.” 

“Yes, I told you that; but I was sure you knew I did 
not want you to break the rules of the school, and I never 
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thought that you girls would want to disobey my former 
instructions.” 

“I did not know it was against the rules to slide 
down the banister, and we never would have gotten Sallie 
and Jane to walk down those stairs. They were scared 
to death to climb up, but when we got ready to come 
down they just positively refused to walk, and the only 
way to get them down was to slide.” 

A couple of the trustees laughed outright, while the 
others turned their heads or coughed behind their hand. 
But Miss Harshman was very sober; so were the girls. 

“But why did you disobey the rules by going up 
those stairs at all?” demanded the principal. 

Lois stared in astonishment. ‘“Why—why, how else 
could we get into the turret room?” she asked. 

“You are not allowed in the turret room! you are 
well aware of that,’ was the stern reply. 

“But you said we might have Sallie’s birthday party 
either in the turret room or cellar, and it was so dark 
and damp in the cellar, and—and—well, a cellar isn’t 
a very nice place to have a party, so we decided upon the 
turret room.” Poor Lois could not believe that her prin- 
cipal was going back on her word like this. 

“I told you that you might have your party in the 
cellar or turret!” gasped Miss Harshman, unable to be- 
lieve her ears. 

“Yes, Miss Harshman; that was the last thing you 
told me.” 

For a moment there was silence, save only for the 
crackling of the fire and Jane’s sobs. Miss Harshman 
puckered her brows in an endeavor to recall her exact 
conversation with Lois; then she laughed, and every- 
body except Mrs. Adams and the girls laughed with her, 
for no special reason, but just because they felt like it. 

The teacher got up from her uncomfortable chair, 
and crossing to the girls, she put her arm about Lois: 
“It is all a mistake, and I am as much to blame, and more, 
than they are. I made use of a quotation from Walter 
Scott, and Lois took the words literally. I said they 
might do anything they pleased, ‘From turret to founda- 
tion stone,’ and Lois thought ‘foundation stone’ was the 
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cellar, and—well, a turret is the turret, when little girls 
are too young to have read Scott.” 

How they did laugh when it was all explained— 
why they slid clear down into the Hall instead of stop- 
ping at the second floor, why they had been so quiet in 
their descent and had not uttered a sound, why Minnie 
and Margaret and Sallie had refused to give a reason for 
their disobedience, and even what was in their laundry 
bags! 

Mrs. Adams’s dress having dried, and she being in 
a more cheerful mood, she graciously accepted the girls’ 
apology and warned them not to go into the turret room 
again—advice quite in keeping with Jane’s and Sallie’s 
feelings. 

Mr. Rodgers shook each of them warmly by the 
hand, and asked permission to come and see them again; 
and he did come again, and attended their club meeting, 
of which organization he became a member—but that is 
another story. 


SUNFLOWER’S SUNNY SAY 


My dear: 

I have so much to tell you that I scarcely know 
where to begin. I suppose that surprises you very much, 
for doubtless you think I have not had much opportunity 
to learn about things, living as I do in the chicken yard 
back of Tillie’s home. It is no wonder that you are sur- 
prised, for I have been a great surprise to every one 
else who knows me. One of the greatest things I have 
to tell is just in regard to that very thing, so I might as 
well say it first: You do not have to live in any one par- 
ticular place in order to find things out, for the finding 
out is all done inside. It—well, I guess it just grows; 
at least that is the way it was with me. 

I owe it to Tillie’s grandma that I am living here in 
Oakland. Tillie was very happy about my coming, 
but her mamma—well, to be quite candid, her mamma 
was not very well pleased. Tillie’s grandma, who lives 
in the country, wanted to send her little girl a nice gift; 
so one day she put me in an envelope (this is when I 
was a seed) and sent me by mail to Tillie. She did not 
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say what I was, but just that I was a nice flower. When 
her mamma looked at me she said, “I believe that is an 
old Sunflower!’ Then she added, “I am sure we have 
no place in the garden for it.” Tillie begged and 
pleaded. First she wanted to put me in the petunia 
bed, and then among the pansies, and finally suggested 
the rose garden; but each time mamma said, “Ridicu- 
lous!” until Tillie was almost in despair. At last her 
mamma said, “Child, there is but one place you can 
plant that seed, and that is out by the chicken yard, be- 
hind the boxwood hedge.” So there Tillie carried me in 
her dear warm little hand, and she dug a nice deep hole, 
and put me in. She gave me a drink of water, covered 
me up nicely, and patted me down. I could not make her 
hear me, but I spoke as plainly as I could when I said, 
“Tillie dear, I will do my very best.” Then I rolled 
over and began to root down in the earth. I believe I 
owe my success in life to the fact that I rooted myself 
well in the earth at first. I think so many make their 
mistake right there. In order to grow fine and big and 
strong and beautiful and useful you have to take a firm 
hold on the earth. If I had not, that big wind storm we 
had the next July certainly would have upset all my 
plans. But I did not tell you what my plans were, did 
I? “Well, right after I was planted that day, I began 
to think. I asked myself, “What is the loveliest thing 
in the world?” At first I thought of the grass—it is so 
cool and green; but I said, “No, that is not the best 
thing in the world, for people might get along without 
the grass.” Then I said, “Perhaps the loveliest thing is 
the sea;” but I decided that even the sea does not always 
bring happiness; that its great storms often cause much 
sorrow. At last I cried, “It is the sun! it is the sun! 
The loveliest thing in the world is the sun, for every- 
body loves it, and it blesses every one: when they are 
cold it warms them, and when they are cross it cheers 
them.” So I said, “I am going to be like the sun. I 
intend to be a Sunflower.” (That is what I really was, 
any way, and I suppose that is the reason I had that 
desire, although I did not understand it at the time.) 
As soon as I had made that resolve, I heard a tiny little 
voice say, “Let go; let go.” I looked all around me to 
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see who was speaking, but I could not see any one. 
However, the voice kept urging me, and at last I said, 
“Of what shall I let go?” Then it replied so softly and 
gently, “Let go of yourself.” Do you know I had to 
laugh at first, it seemed so funny. I was sure I was not 
holding on to myself; but suddenly it dawned on me 
that I was, and I said, “Oh, you ugly black little thing, 
if you want to be like the sun you certainly must ‘let go’ 
being a seed.” I made myself very soft right there and 
then. The strangest thing happened right away: little 
sprouts began to come out of me in all directions, and I 
changed so that I hardly knew myself. I seemed to be 
crawling everywhere all at once. Still the voice kept call- 
ing, “Let go; let go.” I was really provoked at times, 
for I thought I was getting large enough. However, 
every time I softened myself new things happened, 
until it began to be really interesting. One day when 
I had let go just as hard as I could, I suddenly gave 
a big pop! and oh, my! it wasn’t heavy on top any 
more! And what do you suppose I saw away off in the 
sky—miles and miles off? The lovely big sun! Then 
I began to reach for it. How badly I did want it! But 
I found that every time I gave a reach above, I had to 
give up something below. I had to give up being a 
sprout in order to gain a leaf, and I had to give up that 
leaf in order to gain another one; but each time I felt 
myself growing and getting nearer and nearer. The 
very hardest “let go” I had was when I became a bud. 
I had gotten so high by that time, that I was feeling 
quite comfortable and contented, and it did not seem 
necessary to go any farther; but that night I kept hear- 
ing the voice louder than ever, and after I had struggled 
against it for a long time, at last I said, “Well, just this 
once more.” Immediately such a joyous feeling came 
over me. I felt my sides beginning to crack open, and 
just at daybreak, when the great sun peeped over the 
chicken house, suddenly I seemed lifted away up. Just 
then I heard the gardener say to his helper as they 
passed by, “Why, that Sunflower bloomed last night.” 
Then he added, “It is strange that it is so like the sun, 
isn’t it? so big and yellow and round, with all its petals 
sticking out like the sun’s rays!” You can imagine how 
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happy I was; and when Tillie came out later and 
clapped her dear little hands at sight of me, I was simply 
overjoyed. It seemed as if I was blessing everybody 
too, just as the sun does. 

I have heard since that I am the Spirit flower; that 
is, that my life is a pattern for all little boys and girls; 
that just as I wanted to be like the sun, and reached 
for it day by day until I finally grew to be like it, so 
the little ones grow to be Truth children by trying to be 
like the great Son of Truth. I found that it is certainly 
an excellent plan to reach, but that we must be contented 
with each day’s work as it comes, only trying to build 
a better to-morrow out of each new to-day. Do not try 
to hold anything back: let go of everything; for just 
think—if I had held on to being a seed, I never would 
have seen the sun. And, dearies, let me tell you some- 
thing else: Do not be discouraged because you may not 
seem very much in the beginning; for just think how 
ugly and black I was at first. Remember what Tillie’s 
mamma thought of me! Suppose I had been discouraged 
by her opinion of me! And listen: I had the best joke 
on Tillie’s mamma! One day she was giving a yellow 
luncheon, and there did not seem to be enough yellow 
flowers for decoration. She was wishing she did have 
“something to put in that large green jar in the hallway,” 
when Tillie suggested me. “The very thing, child!” 
she said. ‘‘How did you happen to think of it?” That 
day, when the fine party came off, the ladies all said as 
they came in, “Look at that lovely Sunflower! How 
exquisite it is in that jar!” Well, do you know—I 
nearly upset the jar while laughing about it. It seemed 
so funny to think how I was blessing even my enemies! 
Be yourself, dearies, be yourself. Do not let any one 
but the little Voice inside tell you how to grow. Good-by! 

Your very loving “SUNFLOWER.” 
Oakland, Cal. 

P. S.—I have just had word from Wild Rose, up in 

Oregon, that she is going to send you a message soon. 


Here’s to the buds and blossoms gay 
That smile in our gardens in sunny May! 
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BUZZY'’S STORY 


Mary Brewerton DE WITT 


Part VII 


EO) HE last account was from Aunt Mary’s pen. I 
will now continue the tale. 

It was really too bad of me to have grown 
so distrusting. When Aunt Mary attempted to 
pet and love me I lifted my back, and growled and spat 
at her. But she stroked me just the same, and called me 
“Dear little Buzzy!” 

Indeed I did not know Aunt Mary. I must have 
forgotten her—Aunt Mary who was ever kind and loving 
to me! But there are some people in this world who act 
just so naughty as I did to those that are innocent. 

“Oh, it’s the dog she’s afraid of!” cried Aunt Mary, 
spying Fido at that moment, who was slowly sauntering 
into the room with a satisfied grin around his pointed 
nose. 

“Oh, no,” said the lady; “they lie down side by 
side, and eat together.” 

“Then Buzzy has forgotten me. She seems happy 
here,” continued Aunt Mary, glancing about the room. 

The lady smiled. “I saw she was a great pet. Why, 
she runs all over the house, and likes to get on the bed 
with me to sleep. I was just intending trying her for a 
few days to see if I'd keep her. The boy next door 
nearly choked her, he was so rough.” 

“Oh, that’s why she’s grown shy and fearful!” ex- 
claimed Aunt Mary. 

“Yes, she spits at every one that comes in.” 

Aunt Mary looked at me sadly. “She never did 
that before. Buzzy was always so gentle.” 

There was a little more talk, then the lady said she 
could not think of wanting to keep me when I was such 
a pet; and so it ended by my being carried off by Aunt 
Mary, who now seemed utterly strange to me. 

Back we went to Albert’s house. And there was 
that Nig cat! I spent some time growling at him, but 
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he was too amiable to fight any more. They knew the 
law of Love in Nig’s home, and Albert and his two 
brothers had taught Nig gentleness. 

“What is the matter with Buzzy?” Aunt Helen 
asked. 

“She’s had catnip given her for medicine,’ was Aunt 
Mary’s reply; “and you know, Buzzy being a spiritual 
cat doesn’t need medicine. Besides, the boys made her 
distrustful and cross. Buzzy, you know, is either a saint 
or a sinner, and now she’s trying to be naughty for a 
change. But she won't keep up that foolish behavior 
very long.” 

I heard all this without paying very much atten- 
tion. Aunt Mary kept loving me and cuddling me, and 
giving gentle slaps when I growled at any one; so I 
began to realize that growling and spitting were not for 
an aristocratic cat—in other words, a Persian Princess, 
like myself. 

To continue: We did not stay a whole day at 
Albert’s. That was another surprise. They wound me 
up in some white cloth and carried me off together, Aunt 
Mary holding me under her arm; and didn’t I yell, es- 
pecially when we got on a car! 

Aunt Helen exclaimed laughingly, “Why, Buzzy 
has a loud voice now.” 

“She used to speak gently,’ Aunt Mary added. 
“But see what unkindness and cruelty have done to her. 
But she'll get over it after we have her awhile.” 

I kept wondering where we were going. I heard 
them say something about my old home, my birthplace, 
and also my brother, Silver King. 

“That's a fancy name,” I said to myself. “I won- 
der what he’s like.” 

T'll tell you about Silver King next time. 

Lovingly yours, 
Buzzy. 


I’m glad in sunny April, 
I’m glad in cheerful May; 

I’m glad through all the springtime, 
On every sunny day. 
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By F. E. Piumstreap 
(A Talk to Wees.) 


A great king planted a very beau- 
tiful garden, in which grew all 


manner of lovely flowers, trees, and 
delicious fruit. 
When it was finished he walked 


through it, admiring its perfection. 


Surely, he thought, amid such beauty 


no evil could exist; for said he, if 


an evil shadow crept in here, it will 
be changed by this loveliness into 
beauty. Thus, with a glad content 
he walked in and out of the paths 


among his flowers. At the north of 


the garden were large iron gates, 

which when regulated let in the 

; water to water the garden. Now 
As: you must understand that the king 

oe ae dearly loved his garden; he tended 

{ and guarded it with great care and 
pleasure. His subjects found it to 
be the brightest spot in all his king- 
dom, for here the weary, poor, and 
needy could for awhile lay aside 


their trouble and enjoy the rest and 


peace it offered; here, too, you might 
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hear the joyous voices of the little 
children at play. In fact, this 
garden was the synonym of heav- 
en, for it was harmony and all 
were welcome. 

Divine Love, dear children, is 


the king; your heart is the gar- 


RoseBud 


den; thoughts and deeds are the 
flowers, fruit, and trees he has 
planted, and which he tends with 
care and pleasure; the water is 
the life which love gives and 
which all need; the whole garden, 
an abode of loveliness, is yourself 
as you really are, and will become 
manifest if you use your God- 


given power. 


Love, little children, is a mighty 
power; therefore I say unto you, 
love; love, with all your might, 
every one, everything, everywhere, 

anywhere, al- 


ways love, 


“The love, love! 


March stirred gently round the roots, 


April wooed the tender shoots, 


May’s soft airs coaxed buds to light, 


June will call out blossoms bright. 


| 
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CHILD-GARDENING 


Conductd by LIDA H. HARDY 


THE GOSPEL REVEALED IN JESUS CHRIST 
GOD MANIFEST IN MAN 


“Lead the child through Nature to Nature’s God.”—Froebel. 


A two years’ course of Practical Christianity lessons for children in 
the home and the Sunday school. 

The first year’s course is made up entirely of nature talks—'‘God’s Gifts 
to His Children.’’ Through these the child is led to observe Life in its 
different degrees of manifestation, and is made to know that every creation 
of God, however lowly, has its place in the one great whole, of which the 
child himself is only another expression. The first year’s lessons close 
with the Christmas story, ‘‘God’s Gift of His Son’’—our perfect pattern, 
from which, through the following year, the child learns the lessons which he 
needs in love, kindness, truthfulness, and obedience. 

The second year’s course includes lessons on the childhood, boyhood, 
and manhood of Jesus the Christ, his life and his teachings—from the 
marger to the throne. 


LESSON V 


Subject: The boy Jesus in the temple. 

Seed Thought: “Knew ye not that I must be about my 
Father’s business?” 

Point of Contact: Going to church. 

Last Sunday Mary told us about the beautiful church in 
St. Louis, where she and her grandpa went. Wilber, have you 
ever been to church? “Yes, ’am, I go every Sunday with my 
mamma.” Jennie? “I go to church just every time I can, 
*cause I like to hear the music and see the flowers on the pul- 
pit.” I love to go too. How sweet and still it is when we first 
go in! And when we hear the quiet prayer we can just feel 
how good and kind God is! We can feel the Love which is God, 
in us and through us and all around us. Not only a church 
full, but a whole big world full. 


THE LESSON STORY 
That’s just the way it seemed to Jesus when he 
went to the beautiful temple at Jerusalem. The days 
that Jesus spent there were very happy ones. 
He loved so much to talk with the wise preachers, 
and hear what they had to say, that he did not notice 
when Mary, Joseph, and the others started for home. 
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He kept right on talking about God and his wonderful 
way of helping all people. His thoughts were so high 
and so grand that he didn’t think anything about Naza- 
reth or ever going home. 

When they started, Mary and Joseph did not look 
for Jesus. They knew he was not with them, but they 
thought he had gone on ahead. They were busy talking 
about the beautiful temple and the large gathering of 
people. All day long, as they traveled on, they spent 


Christ and the Doctors 


their time in thinking and talking about what they had 
seen and heard at the grand “Passover Feast.” 

When night came, they missed Jesus and went to 
look for him among the relatives and friends; but they 
could find him nowhere, so they went right back to 
Jerusalem. It was not an easy thing to find Jesus in 
such a large city as Jerusalem. Mary and Joseph were 
three days “‘sorrowing” and hunting for him before they 
found him, and all because they did not make sure that 
he was with them when they started for Nazareth. 

At last they found him in the temple, talking with 
the doctors (the preachers), listening to what they had 
to say, and asking them questions. These doctors had 
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much learning, which they had studied from books. The 
things which Jesus taught were what he had found 
within himself. He was wiser than all the doctors, and 
they wondered at his understanding. Mary and Joseph 
were so glad to find him, and they were so surprised to 
see him in the temple among the doctors! 

When Joseph and Mary told him what they had 
been doing, Jesus said: “Why have you been hunting 
me?” He thought they ought to know that he would be 
in the temple. He said, “Didn't you know that I must 
be about my Father’s business?” (That I must do the 
things that God sent me into the world to do?) 

Then he obeyed quickly, and went right home with 
his mother and father. 


Spiritual Application: If we let outside thoughts 
make us forget the Christ within us, when the darkness 
(hard things) comes we shall miss him. 

When we forget the Christ within, it is not easy to 
find him. Mary and Joseph were three days “sorrow- 
ing” and hunting for him. Then they found him where 
he is always found—in the temple of God (the body), 
among the preachers (thoughts), giving them a new 
teaching of God’s Law. And all wonder at his under- 
standing. 

MEMORY VERSE 
My body is God’s temple; 
My thoughts are like the preachers, 
Who wonder at the Christ within, 
The greatest of all teachers. 


If things don’t go your way, 
At your work or at your play, 

And you do not feel as happy as you should, 
Just stop a while and listen: 
Soon your eyes will start to glisten, 

For you'll hear a voice within you say “Be good!” 
If you heed this voice so small, 
Listen for its every call, 

You will always be quite happy and quite gay; 
For the things that now seem wrong 
Will call forth from you a song, 

And you'll never have a sad or gloomy day. 

—For Wee Wispom by S. W. C. 
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EPISTLES 48) 
4) 


We wish we could photograph the neat, typewritten letter 
of Clarice Ada Wheeler, who lives in Edgewood, R. I. It is 
only the second time Clarice has used the machine, and there 
are so few mistakes that the letter might almost have been writ- 
ten by a professional writer. She wonders if any of Wee Wis- 
pom’s subscribers would like to join a “Wee Wisdom Corre- 
spondence Club.” She has friends in Philadelphia, where she 
used to live, and others in Providence, R. I., who could write 
to her and to other Wees, and all could exchange postal cards 
and views of the different cities, and so become acquainted. 
She thinks it would be as good as Sallie’s and Lois’s Club. 
Clarice says she has an aunt at the American mission at Beirut, 
Syria. She sends her love to all. 


A letter from Eleanor B. Smith, of Chicago, is very inter- 
esting where she tells of a little brown dog they found, already 
trained, who sleeps in the Morris chair and stands quite still 
when bathed, as if it was used to being bathed. She is very 
glad to get Wee Wispom, which she enjoys very much. Eleanor 
is ten years old, in high fourth grade, and likes her teacher 
very much. 


Celia Stapleton writes from Lake Park, Iowa, telling us 
this is her first letter to Wee Wispom, and that she likes the 
magazine very much. She likes the “Club” story and “Violet’s 
Woodsy Letter,” but she seems to like “Buzzy” very much 
too. Her birthday was on January 2d, when she was eleven 
years old; she is in the fifth grade at school. Celia tells of her 
doll called Nellie Beatrice, a kitten named Tigie, and a dog 
named Shepherd; she loves her dog dearly. She says they had 
a basket social in their school on Washington’s Birthday, and 
she says that in her next letter she will send a true story about 
how her dog got hurt last fall. We hope Celia will believe that 
there can be no truth in a hurt of any kind; that she will for- 
get all about the seeming hurt, and remember only to be so 
kind to an animal that it will soon forget it too. 
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We have a double letter from Clara and Vergie Wager, 
who live in Togo, Sask., Canada. They have a little sister 
Florence, who is four years young, and a new baby brother 
who is only two months. They send Wee Wispom’s traveling 
expenses, and promise to send a picture of the baby when they 
get one; and love to all the other Wees. 


Another typewritten letter is 
from Moylan Sears Chase, who 
lives away down in Panama. Moy- 
lan is nine years old and is taught 
by his mamma, because there are 
no schools where he lives—in the 
District of Bocas del Toro. He 
says he lives on a hill, where it is 
very cool and pleasant, and that he 
likes it very much. He also likes 
to read Wee Wispom very much, 


A letter from Romsey, Hants, 
England, signed by Godfrey Jen- 
kins, says he loves Wee Wispom 
and Unity, and that he wishes we 
lived near them when anything is 
the matter with them—until they 
grow big in Unity. He wants us 
to help him and Earle and his 
“A very kind little girl, mother to get well, so we must all 


and a kind and declare they are well. Godfrey 

noble dog.” says that some day he is coming to 

Enid L. Valentine see us, and he sends love to all 
Gyp. Valentine the Wees. 


Hicksville, L. I., N. Y. 

Wee Marcia Bates lives in Hardy, 
Nebr., and sends Wee Wispom’s traveling expenses for an- 
other year, because she cannot get along without it. The 
school Marcia attends is going to have a “big dinner and a 
program,” and she is going to speak the piece “Forget-Me- 
Not,” on the back cover of January Wee Wispom. She sends 
lots of love to the other Wees. 


Gladys Snyder, of Columbus, Kans., sends another letter, 
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with the conclusion of her story. She is glad the Wees were 
pleased with the story. Gladys wrote with a lead pencil, on 
both sides of some of the sheets of paper, and many of the 
words we were unable to read because the writing was so pale. 
But most of it was readable: 


How the Trees Celebrated Arbor Day 


Part II 


Then the great oak told the little and big birds to spread 
the news. The little birds chirped and the big birds sang the 
news. It was getting late. The sun was shooting long rays of 
light almost to the ends of the earth. Then Lady Thrush cooed 
her evening song and the Whip-poor-will was the only one that 
broke the silence. Meanwhile the village was full of life, and 
many homes were full of happy children talking about what 
seeds they were going to plant to-morrow. 


Part III 


The sun was rising over the hills, and it was early morning in 
the village. In the forest the trees were laughing as only trees 
can laugh, and the brook was rippling over the rocks and flow- 
ing into the great river. ‘The birds were singing their sweetest 
songs and the flowers nodded their bright heads and wondered 
what the children would do—for of course they were not very 
old flowers and were not there last Arbor Day. By this time 
the village was full of life, and the children were going gayly 
to school, where they would then go for the woods. But oh, 
what a lovely day that was! It seemed that everything tried 
to be bright and cheery. All at once a laugh rang out, and 
the skipping of little feet told the woodland folk the children 
were coming, and a whole troop came in sight, many carrying 
baskets. The flowers asked the great oak what the children 
were carrying those baskets for. The oak replied that they car- 
ried things to eat. The children stopped at the little brook, 
which laughed and rippled over the stones. Meanwhile the 
teacher was taking out the seeds, and gave them to the children. 
One little girl came near the oak and the oak heard her say she 
was going to plant an elm near the big oak. The oak was 
pleased, for he was tired of being the largest tree in the forest 
and was glad to have company. When the children had planted 
all their trees they came back to the brook, where they had re- 
freshments. Then they played games, and when it began to 
grow dark they went home. The seeds the children planted 
grew up to be fine trees, and the forest never forgot that Arbor 
Day. 


Danbury, Conn. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I received Wee Wispom for this month 
and I enjoyed it very much. This is my first letter to you. I 
am nine years old and I am in the third grade in school. 1 
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have a little brother and sister. I like the story of “Buzzy” 
and the “Wee Wisdom Club” the best. I have three cats; one 
is Mittens, one is Sunshine, and the other is Shadow. We have 
a dog and a horse and some chickens. I think I will stop for 
to-night. Bertha Smith. 


West Roxbury, Mass. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am sending the second part of “The 
Story of Princess Helen,” and a poem my mother made up for 
my little sister because she loved her Teddy-bear so well. The 
name of it is “Margie’s Teddy.” 


The Story of Princess Helen 


Part II 


One day when Queen Helen was out in the garden with 
the king she saw the collie dog in the garden. It said to her, 
“Will you cut off my head?” Helen said to the king, “Go in 
the house and bring out a sword.” King John—for that was 
his name—went into the house. In a little while he was in the 
garden with a sword. Queen Helen cut off his head [the col- 
lie’s head] and a lovely prince stood before them. He said, “I 
thank you very much. I guess you don’t know who I am. Ill 
tell you: I am your brother, Queen Helen. I was changed into 
a dog by the witch.” Then Queen Helen took him into the 
house. King John said, “Queen Helen, I am pleased with your 
brother. Go to your mother. Hide him back of the door; then 
ask her if she can tell what you have behind the door.” Helen 
took him to her mother, King John following. When Helen got 
there, she was looking out of the window. When she saw 
Helen, Helen said, “Do you know what is behind the door?” 
Her mother said, “No.” Helen then said, “Come out, brother.” 
When her mother saw him she said to Helen, “My dear Helen, 
where did you find him?” Then she turned to her son and said, 
“My dear son, don’t go away again.” He said, “I shall never 
leave you again.” ‘Then King John said, “Now we are all to- 
gether, let us live so forever after.” And so they did.— Helen 
Warner Botsford. 

[Helen inclosed a very pretty picture of herself which had 
been cut from a newspaper and which shows a sweet, laughing- 
faced little girl. But it cannot be reproduced for Were Wispom, 
because it is a pale copy of one that has already been repro- 
duced.—Eb. | 

Margie’s Teddy 
(Written for her by her mamma.) 
Come, little Teddy, ’tis time to go beddy; 
The sandman is coming around. 
So now we must fly away to bye-bye— 
Away off to Slumber Town. 
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Dear little Teddy, safe in my beddy, 
I know I have nothing to fear; 

For while I’m asleep, your vigil you'll keep, 
Cuddled close up to me here. 

In the morn when I wake, dear Teddy I take, 
And squeeze you up tight in my arm; 

If sometimes you cry, I sing Hush-a-bye, 
Little Teddy can ne’er come to harm. 

Whate’er shall I do, dear Teddy, when you 
Get too old and helpless to play? 

For no new Teddy-bear will I ever care, 
Happen whatever there may. 


Los Angeles, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wispom—lI have taken you for a 
year and some months. I do love to read the 
letters that the children write, and the “Club” 
story too. I am sending a picture of a young 
lady with short sleeves. She is in her best dress, 
and I drew it myself. Love to Blanche. I 
will write a story and picture to go with it. 

- Iremain Your little Wee, Ruby Lucile Mead. 


Sedan, Kans. 
Dear Wees—I have taken you for over a year and like 
you fine. I have two brothers; my younger one enjoys your 
stories so much. This is a poem that I like: 
“This world is full of beauties, 
Like other worlds above; 
And if we did our duty, 
It might be full of love.” 


I hope the Wees will like it. Love to all. 
Vashti Inglefield. 


My Dear Wees—I did think our November number just 
lovely, didn’t you? Wasn’t the nature lesson on “God’s Gift 
of the Horse” splendid? I thought it the loveliest piece I’d 
read for a long while. Truly, Love is the greatest and only 
power in the kingdom of God! When we love we live. . 
We have a dear old white mule, and sometimes when all the 
farm hands are busy I have to run the milk to the dairy. He 
lets me catch him, inspan him, and drive him to town and back 
without using the whip. All the while I say in my mind to 
him, “Bobbie, you are a lovely darling; you love me and love 
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pleasing me.” Sometimes I sing to him some little verse, and 
I know he understands. One day I had to run the milk, and 
in the night it had been pouring with rain and the lucern fields 
were soaking wet, in some places covered with water. Bob was 
right at the very bottom. I wasn’t too well, and fear had me 
fast in her cruel clutches, and said to me: “If you get your feet 
wet you are sure to die.” So I went into the silence, and God 
drove fear out of my mind, and I prepared to go forth fear- 
lessly, when to my surprise Bob came towards me and reached 
me before I reached the water, rubbed his nose on my cheek, 
and let me lead him to be spanned in. Wasn't that lovely? .. . 
I could tell you of many wonderful stories about animals. I 
think if Mrs. Fillmore will allow me, one day I shall write a 
few down and call them “The Power of Love,” and they’ll all 
be real, true stories. Shall I ask her? Before I close I must 
tell you about a lady who is one of the sweetest you could meet, 
who was sitting one day in a reading room which opened on to 
the street. A little dog came slowly limping into the room and 
went directly to her, looking imploringly into her face, and then 
in a worn-out manner threw himself at her feet. She at once 
gave him a Truth treatment, and let him lie there till it was 
time to close. She then gently carried him outside, where she 
found his master looking for him. Some time after the lady 
was again in the reading room, when the same little dog 
bounded in and jumped up on her, wagging his tail and whining 
with pleasure. He seemed to be saying, “Thank you for your 
love; I am better now.” That was wonderful, for on both oc- 
casions there were quite a number of people in the reading 
room. How did he know just the right one to go to for help? 
Didn’t Love’s mighty power draw him? ... Ah, children, let 
us be so full of love that all who want a blessing may come to 
us and receive help. . . . Lots of love. 
Lovingly yours, F. E. Plumstead (South Africa). 


“Tt seems to me that the more we grow 

Like the angels in love and duty, 

The less we shall see of evil in all, 
And the more of good and beauty. 

And so the good will increase and grow, 
And evil shall vanish away, 

Until the truth in each heart shall glow 
Like the light of a perfect day.” 


26 WEE WISDOM 


BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 7, May 14 
ISAIAH’S VISION AND CALL TO SERVICE—Isa. 6. 


Golden Text: “I heard the voice of the Lord saying, 
Whom shall I send, and who will go for us? Then said I, Here 
am I; send me.”’—Isa 6:8. 


Isaiah, the prophet of olden times, had a vision in which 
he saw God seated on a high throne, with his robe filling the 
whole temple, and angels surrounding him. In this vision God 
told Isaiah to tell the truth to the people. 

Our bodies are temples. The vision of God on a high 
throne, with the train of his robe covering the whole temple, 
means that we should let the Spirit or Christ within us rule 
supreme over our temple. We should listen to the voice of 
this almighty’ One within us, and obey it, and let it fill our 
whole minds and bodies. The angels are the thoughts of health 
and joy and love with which our minds will be filled if we let 
the Spirit fill our bodies. If we let the Good, or God, rule in 
our temples we will have all knowledge, wisdom, joy, and life. 


Lesson 8, May 21 
SONG OF THE VINEYARD.—Isa. 5: 1-12. 
(Temperance Lesson) 


Golden Text: “Woe unto them that are mighty to drink 
wine, and men of strength to mingle strong drink.”—Isa. 5: 22. 

The story to-day is of a vineyard, which was well fenced 
and from which all the stones had been taken. But instead of 
nice, sweet grapes, wild grapes grew there. So the owner of 
the vineyard tore down the fence and laid the vineyard waste. 

The minds of all Wees are like well-cared-for vineyards. 
All the stones of false belief have been taken out and a fence 
of truth has been built. The ground has been carefully pre- 
pared, and we know that only the good is true. 

Now the question is, What kind of grapes are we growing? 

Let us be sure we are not letting wild grapes get a start— 
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that we are not letting shadow thoughts of lack of health and 
love into our minds. 

We know that we are God’s children and should be healthy 
and happy always. We must see to it that we live up to this 
truth and let only health and joy thoughts have a place in 
our minds. 

If we let wild grapes grow in our vineyard it will be laid 
waste; that is, if we let shadow thoughts into our minds our 
lives will be filled with shadows. I hope we will all be careful 
to let only sweet, pure, beautiful grapes grow and thrive in our 
vineyards, 


Lesson 9, May 28 
MICAH’S PICTURE OF UNIVERSAL PEACE.—Micah 
4: 1-8, 
Golden Text: “Nation shall not lift up a sword against 
nation, neither shall they learn war any more.”—Micah 4:3. 


This week we have a lesson of Peace and Prosperity. The 
Golden Text tells us of a time when nations will not war against 
each other. We would all be so glad to see that day, wouldn’t 
we? We know how foolish it is for men to kill each other, and 
are sure there must be some better way to settle disputes. But 
did it ever occur to us that we might help to bring all this 
about? 

At first thought that seems queer, and I can hear you say, 
Why, what in the world can one little boy or girl do to bring 
about peace among the great nations? 

Do you know that unless the boys and girls do their part, 
there never can be peace throughout the world? 

The way to set about it is to establish peace inside your- 
self. If perfect peace and love do not first reign within, they 
can never manifest without. 

Make it a rule the first thing each morning to get still and 
say, “I am God’s peaceful, loving child, and only thoughts of 
peace and love shall enter my mind to-day.” That is a good 
start; then keepit up. If after awhile something happens which 
makes you feel unpleasant and your “mad” begins to come up, 
just stop and say, “I am master of my mind, and no hateful 
or unpleasant thought shall enter it. All is love.’ Then just 
make yourself think of nothing but love, and soon the un- 
pleasantness will melt away. It may be a little hard just at 
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first, because we have not been controlling our minds; but the 
more we try it the easier it will become, and we will soon form 
the habit of being loving and kind always. We may think this 
is a little thing, but if every one in the world did it there would 
never be another war. Let us do our share toward filling the 
world with peace, and it will make our lives so happy that 
every one around us will want to follow our example. 
Lesson 10, June 4 
ISRAEL’S PENITENCE AND GOD'S PARDON.— 
Hosea 14. 

Golden Text: “Thou art a God ready to pardon, gracious 
and merciful, slow to anger.”—Neh. 9:17. 

This lesson tells how the people of Israel had forgotten the 
real God and worshiped idols. ‘The Lord begs the people of 
Israel to come back to him and be forgiven. “Return unto the 
Lord thy God,” the lesson says. The Lord is always ready to 
forgive if people will listen to his voice. Our minds can be 
compared to the kingdom of Israel, and our thoughts to its 
people. Maybe we have forgotten the real God. Maybe the 
people in our kingdom are worshiping idols, or in other words, 
the thoughts in our minds are not true ones. 

How are we going to find out? The test is very simple. 
Let us ask ourselves these questions: Are we ever unhappy or 
discontented? Do we ever seem to lack health or any good 
thing? 

If any of these things ever happen to us we may be sure our 
thoughts are not what they should be. When we find this out 
we must “return unto the Lord”; that is, we must weed out all 
the untrue thoughts and listen only to the voice of Spirit. 
Then, like Israel, we shall be forgiven. For lack we will be 
given plenty; for sickness, health; and for sadness, joy un- 
ending. 


Smiles from the depths of the heart arise, 
And twinkle in children’s shining eyes. 
I’m a very young thing, 
Just hatched out this spring. 
Some day I'll have feathers and sing. 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


MAY TIME 


May has come to us again. 
Do you know, I consider 
May the most interesting 
month in all the year. The 
days begin to lengthen and 
become more full of sun- 
shine and warmth. We all 
get that woodsy fever and 
long to pack our lunch bas- 
kets and go to the woods on 
exploration trips. How good 
it seems to see the yellow 
dandelions and find the first 
violets and daisies! What 
thrills of pleasure we feel as we greet these flower friends 
of ours again! 

It is along about the first of May every year that 
the spirit of a large red tiger lily comes to talk to me. It 
says, “Do you remember?” and immediately everything 
smells of pine cenes. It’s the sweetest smell in all the 
world. 

I see tall mountains, big rocks, and clear, cool 
streams; I see blue bells and daisies and big white vio- 
lets, and off to the left a whole patch of delicate colum- 
bines nod in the breeze. All is still save for the twitter- 
ing of myriads of birds overhead. Soon it is evening, and 
the sun begins to sink behind “old Baldy.” The tinkling 
music of cow bell, the song of the frogs from the pond, 
and the thousand other soft voices of the night come to 
me gently. The blue bells, violets, daisies, and colum- 
bines bow their heads in sleep; the red and white farm 
house in the valley grows dimmer, and at last the whole 
scene fades away. 

I always thank the red tiger lily for bringing to me 
this May-time vision. It seems to make me over, as it 
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were, and to make me glad that it is the “merry month 
of May.” 

I wish we could all pack our baskets of goodies and 
go to the woods together; but since that is out of the 
question, I hope all of you who can will go and have a 
good time hunting wild flowers. Please write and tell 
me about your first trip to the woods this year, and what 
you found. It will make interesting reading for all of us. 


YE EDITOR’S SAY 


It’s little room that’s allotted these days to get in 
my say; but just the same I have to look after the guests 
and the order of things in our Wee Wispom house. Plan 
and squeeze as I may, our little page-rooms will not ac- 
commodate all our guests during the month. Ever so 
many lovely stories are crowded out, and we have two 
dozen or more visitors from the Alameda Sunday school 
who have come to tell us about the wonderful Truth and 
what it is deing for them. Now what are we to do about 
it? enlarge our Wee Wispom? You see, that would in- 
crease her expenses, and then—Well, we will ask our 
Mother Wisdom, and let her make clear this problem for 
us. At present the very best Ye Editor can think to do 
is to have these Alameda Truth Wees wait, and enter- 
tain them at our Birthday Party in August. Others of 
our little letter writers and story tellers will be given 
seats of honor then. 

The grown-ups will not be included in the Birthday 
number. You Wees are to have Were Wispom all to your- 
selves for August. Of course Royal and Blanche will 
be present to help introduce you to each other; but you 
are to do the entertaining, and are to be held responsible 
for the success of the Birthday party. 

Send in all your contributions early. 


Wear a smile on your face, 

Keep a laugh in your heart, 
Let your lips bubble over with song; 

*Twill lighten your load 

As you travel life’s road, 
And help other trav’lers along. 


Adapted. 
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MAY, 1911 


A MAY SONG 
Hail to the month, 

To the cheery month of May! 
Now to the woods— 

To the woods away! 


Hear the larks singing, 
Soaring on their way. 
We'll all be as happy, 
As happy as they. 
—Selected by Minnie Benedict. 


4 IF THERE IS A BLUE MARK at the end of this notice, it is because 
you have forgotten to invite WEE Wispom tocontinue her visits to you 
You must not miss her this year, for she has planned many new treats 
for her readers, great and small. 

* * * 


I, Wisdom, cause those that love me to inherit substance, 
and I will fill their treasuries. 


| 

| 
| 
] 
| 


WEE WISDOM’S 
WAY 


By Myrtte 
(3p EDITION) 


A True Story of the Effects of Truth 
Teachings. 


It tells in Mrs. Fillmore’s charmingly 
descriptive style, of several cases 
of healing actually done by 
the author herself. 


A NEW EDITION 


of this popular book is now 
ready for delivery. 


It is illustrated with portraits of some of 
the principal characters, and is printed on 
heavy antique-finish paper, with broad 
margins. 
The story has steadily grown in the es- 
teem of its many readers, and is as fresh 
and bright for its loving ministry as ever. 
Artistically bound, price postpaid, $1.00. 
In neat cover of India tint enamel 
paper, title in brown ink, 
price 25c. 
UNITY TRACT SOCIETY, 


Unity Building, 913-915 Tracy Avenue, 
Kansas City, Mo. 


